WALTER    DE    LA    MARE
and climb, a little stiffly and with a faint chill
in his blood, up the dark staircase to bed.

And that, I take it, was the author's inten-
tion. With the Ideal Craftsman of the follow-
ing year he turns his back on this glimmering,
'cloud-capped' land of reverie, and begins to
build up in prose his own extraordinarily vivid
and living world, just as, in Songs of Childhood,
he had already begun to build it in verse.
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